
The Tragedy ©/Hamlet 

Othe. T tell thee fhee is, therefore make her grave ftraight ,the 
Crowner hath late on her, and finds it Chriftian buriall. 

Clow. Row can that be,unlefle he drown’d her felfe in her own 
defence ? 

Oth. Why ’tis found lb. 

Clow ■ It muft be fo offended, it cannot beelfe; for here lies the 
point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly it argues an a 61 , and an a6t 
hath three branches, it is to a6t,co doe, to perforator all; Ihee 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. 

Oth. Nay but heare you goodman delver. 

Clow. Give me leave,here lyes the water, good, here ftands the 
man, good, if the man goe to this water and drowne himlelfe, it is 
will he nill he ; he goes, marke you that :but if the water come to 
him and drowne him, he drownes not himlelfe ; argali hee that is 
not guilty of his owne death (hortens not his owne life, 

Oth. But is this law ? 

Clow. I marry is’t, Crowners queft law. 

Oth. Will you ha the truth ant’t,if this had not been a Gentle- 1 
Woman fhe fhould have bin buried out a Chriftian buriall. 

Clow. W hy there thou faift,and the more pitty that great fblke 
fhould have countenance in this world to drowne or hang them - 
telves, more than their even Chriften : Come my fpade,there is no 
ancient Gentlemen but Gardeners, Ditchers, and Grave-makers, 
they hold up Adams profeflion. 

Oth. Was he a Gentleman ? 

Clow • A was the firft that ever bore armes. 

He put another queftion to thee , if thou anlwereft mee not to the 
purpofe, confeffe thy felfe. 

Oth. Goe to. 

Clow. W hat is hee that builds ftronger than either the Mafon, 
the Shipwright, or the Carpenter f 
O^.Thegallowes-maker,for that out-lives a thouland tenants. 
G °- 1 hke thy wit well in good faith, the gallowes does well, but 
how does it well ? it does well to thofe that do ill, now thou doeft 
ill to fay the gallowes is built ftronger than the Church, argali the 
gallowes may doe well to thee. To’tagaine,come. 

Oth. who builds ftronger than a Mafon, a Shipwright, or a 
Carpenter? 

Clom>' 


Prince of Denmarke.' 

Clow . I, tell me that and unyoke. 

Oth . Marry now I can tell. 

Clow. To’t. 

Maflfe I Cannot tell. . 3 fir mil 

Clov. Cudgel thy brains no more about it, for yonr dull alTe ml 
notmond his pace with beating, & wben you arc askt this qoeflio 
S“ , grave- maker, the tafcs he makes laft till Doomefclay. 
Goe get thee in, and fetch me a foope of liquor. 

In youth when I did love did love, Song. 

Me thought it was very fweet 
To conrradt O the time for a my behove, 

O me thought there a was nothing a meet. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his bufinefle? a fings in 

grave-making. . ertr 

Hot. Cuftome hath made it in him a property of eafinefle. 

Ha.' Tis een fo, the, hand of little emploiment hath the daintier 

£/«v.But age with his ftealihg fteps Song. (fenfe. 

hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath Chipped me into the land, 
as if I had never bin foch. 

/frjw.That skull had a tongue in it,and could fing once, how the 
knave jowles it to theground , as if ’twere Cains jaw-bone, that 
did the firft murther : this might be the pate of a Pohtitian which 
this afl'e now ore-reaches, one that would circumvent God»might 
it not ? 

Hora. It might my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier , which could fay , Good morrow my 
Lord, how doeft thou fweet Lord ? This might be my Lord fuch 
a one , that praifed my Lord fuch a ones horfe when a meant to 
beg ic, might it not? 

Hora. I my Lord. 

Ha. W hy een fo,and now my Lady worms Choples,and knockt 
about the mazer with a Sextens fpade ; here’s fine revolution and 
we had the tricke to feet, did thefe bones coft no more the bree- 
ding but to play at loggits with them ? mine ake to think on’e. 

Clow. A pickax and a Ipade a fpade, 
for and a Crowding fheetj 
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